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Mammy Jenny back part of her loan; the balance he turned
over to Flora for the household.

As the weeks passed he won his spurs among the toughest
of the oyster pirates. When French Frank tried to run him
down with his schooner and get Mamie back, Jack stood on
the deck of the Razzle Dazzle, a cocked shotgun in his hands
as he steered with his feet and held her to the course, com-
pelling his fifty-year-old adversary to put up his wheel and
keep away. There was the proud morning that he brought
the Razzle Dazzle in with a larger load than any other two-
man craft; the time the fleet raided in the Lower Bay and
Jack's was the only craft back at daylight to the anchorage
off Asparagus Island; the Thursday night the entire fleet
raced to market, and Jack brought the Razzle Dazzle in
first, without a rudder, to skim the cream of the Friday
morning trade.

When police officers came aboard, Jack opened his choice
oysters, served them with squirts of pepper, and rushed the
growler with a can for beer.

He was a convivial lad. He liked his friends among the
pirates, he wanted them to like him. When they drank,
he drank; when they got drunk, the fifteen-year-old boy,
eager to prove that he was a man, got as drunk as the best
of them. Since he had established himself as one of the
smartest sailors in the crowd, strong, fearless in a fight,
given to gales of gusty laughter, he was accepted as an equal
and a pal. But in between raids, when he was tied up to the
wharf, he walked to the Oakland Library where he had
long talks with Miss Coolbrith, and selected an armful of
books to take home to the Razzle Dazzle. He locked his
cabin door so that his companions wouldn't catch him, lay
on his back in his bunk, and lighted one book off the end
of the other while he sucked on cannon balls or chewed
taffy slabs.

Among the oyster fleet there was cons.tartf drinkii^,
fighting, stabbing, and shooting; boats were $tq}en, sails
burned; there were killings among the partners, and crew.
To Jack, who was; still cranotming hiiqsdf ypxk t^les of